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SECTION A [50%]

Choose ONE passage. Offer a detailed textual analysis of narrative voice, style,
technique and the relationship between the passage and the story from which it is
taken.

Passage One: from ‘The Yellow Wallpaper’ by Charlotte Perkins-Gilman

On a pattern like this, by daylight, there is a lack of sequence, a defiance of law,
that is a constant irritant to a normal mind.

The color is hideous enough, and unreliable enough, and infuriating enough,
but the pattern is torturing.

You think you have mastered it, but just as you get well under way in
following, it turns a back somersault and there you are. It slaps you in the face,
knocks you down, and tramples upon you. It is like a bad dream.

The outside pattern is a florid arabesque, reminding one of a fungus. If you can
imagine a toadstool in joints, an interminable string of toadstools, budding and
sprouting in endless convolutions,—why, that is something like it.

That is, sometimes!

There is one marked peculiarity about this paper, a thing nobody seems to
notice but myself, and that is that it changes as the light changes.

When the sun shoots in through the east window—I always watch for that first
long, straight ray—it changes so quickly that | never can quite believe it.

That is why | watch it always.

By moonlight—the moon shines in all night when there is a moon—I wouldn’t
know it was the same paper.

At night in any kind of light, in twilight, candlelight, lamplight, and worst of all
by moonlight, it becomes bars! The outside pattern | mean, and the woman behind
it is as plain as can be.

I didn’t realize for a long time what the thing was that showed behind,—that
dim sub-pattern,—but now | am quite sure it is a woman.

By daylight she is subdued, quiet. | fancy it is the pattern that keeps her so still.
It is so puzzling. It keeps me quiet by the hour.
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I lie down ever so much now. John says it is good for me, and to sleep all | can.
Indeed, he started the habit by making me lie down for an hour after each meal.
It is a very bad habit, I am convinced, for, you see, I don’t sleep.

And that cultivates deceit, for I don’t tell them I’m awake,—oh, no!

The fact is, | am getting a little afraid of John.

He seems very queer sometimes, and even Jennie has an inexplicable look.

It strikes me occasionally, just as a scientific hypothesis, that perhaps it is the
paper!

| have watched John when he did not know | was looking, and come into the
room suddenly on the most innocent excuses, and I've caught him several
times looking at the paper! And Jennie too. | caught Jennie with her hand on it
once.

She didn’t know I was in the room, and when | asked her in a quiet, a very quiet
voice, with the most restrained manner possible, what she was doing with the paper
she turned around as if she had been caught stealing, and looked quite angry—
asked me why | should frighten her so!

Then she said that the paper stained everything it touched, that she had found
yellow smooches on all my clothes and John’s, and she wished we would be more
careful!

Did not that sound innocent? But | know she was studying that pattern, and |
am determined that nobody shall find it out but myself!

Life is very much more exciting now than it used to be. You see | have something
more to expect, to look forward to, to watch. I really do eat better, and am more
quiet than | was.

John is so pleased to see me improve! He laughed a little the other day, and said
| seemed to be flourishing in spite of my wallpaper.

| turned it off with a laugh. | had no intention of telling him it was because of
the wallpaper—he would make fun of me. He might even want to take me away.

I don’t want to leave now until I have found it out. There is a week more, and |
think that will be enough.
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I’m feeling ever so much better! I don’t sleep much at night, for it is so interesting
to watch developments; but | sleep a good deal in the daytime.

In the daytime it is tiresome and perplexing.

There are always new shoots on the fungus, and new shades of yellow all over
it. I cannot keep count of them, though | have tried conscientiously.

It is the strangest yellow, that wallpaper! It makes me think of all the yellow
things | ever saw—not beautiful ones like buttercups, but old foul, bad yellow
things.

Passage Two: from ‘Bliss’ by Katherine Mansfield

Although Bertha Young was thirty she still had moments like this when she wanted to run
instead of walk, to take dancing steps on and off the pavement, to bowl a hoop, to throw

something up in the air and catch it again, or to stand still and laugh at - nothing - at nothing,

simply.

What can you do if you are thirty and, turning the corner of your own street, you are
overcome, suddenly, by a feeling of bliss - absolute bliss! - as though you'd suddenly
swallowed a bright piece of that late afternoon sun and it burned in your bosom, sending out a

little shower of sparks into every particle, into every finger and toe? ...

Oh, is there no way you can express it without being "drunk and disorderly?" How idiotic
civilization is! Why be given a body if you have to keep it shut up in a case like a rare, rare
fiddle? "No, that about the fiddle is not quite what | mean,"” she thought, running up the steps
and feeling in her bag for the key she'd forgotten it, as usual - and rattling the letter-box. "It's

not what | mean, because - Thank you, Mary" - she went into the hall. "Is nurse back?"
"Yes, M'm."

"And has the fruit come?"

"Yes, M'm. Everything's come."
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"Bring the fruit up to the dining-room, will you? I'll arrange it before | go upstairs.”

It was dusky in the dining-room and quite chilly. But all the same Bertha threw off her coat;

she could not bear the tight clasp of it another moment, and the cold air fell on her arms.

But in her bosom there was still that bright glowing place, that shower of little sparks coming
from it. It was almost unbearable. She hardly dared to breathe for fear of fanning it higher,
and yet she breathed deeply, deeply. She hardly dared to look into the cold mirror - but she
did look, and it gave her back a woman, radiant, with smiling, trembling lips, with big, dark
eyes and an air of listening, waiting for something ... divine to happen ... that she knew must
happen ... infallibly.

Mary brought in the fruit on a tray and with it a glass bowl, and a blue dish, very lovely, with

a strange sheen on it as though it had been dipped in milk.
"Shall I turn on the light, M'm?"
"No, thank you. I can see quite well."

There were tangerines and apples stained with strawberry pink. Some yellow pears, smooth
as silk, some white grapes covered with a silver bloom and a big cluster of purple ones. These
last she had bought to tone in with the new dining-room carpet. Yes, that did sound rather far-
fetched and absurd, but it was really why she had bought them. She had thought in the shop:
"I must have some purple ones to bring the carpet up to the table.” And it had seemed quite
sense at the time.

When she had finished with them and had made two pyramids of these bright round shapes,
she stood away from the table to get the effect - and it really was most curious. For the dark
table seemed to melt into the dusky light and the glass dish and the blue bowl to float in the

air. This, of course in her present mood, was so incredibly beautiful ... She began to laugh.

"No, no. I'm getting hysterical.” And she seized her bag and coat and ran upstairs to the
nursery. Please turn the page
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Nurse sat at a low table giving Little B her supper after her bath. The baby had on a white
flannel gown and a blue woollen jacket, and her dark, fine hair was brushed up into a funny

little peak. She looked up when she saw her mother and began to jump.

"Now, my lovey, eat it up like a good girl," said Nurse, getting her lips in a way that Bertha

knew, and that meant she had come into the nursery at another wrong moment.
"Has she been good, Nanny?"

"She's been a little sweet all the afternoon,” whispered Nanny. "We went to the park and | sat
down on a chair and took her out of the pram and a big dog came along and put its head on
my knee and she clutched its ear, tugged it. Oh, you should have seen her." Bertha wanted to
ask if it wasn't rather dangerous to let her clutch at a strange dog's ear. But she did not dare
to. She stood watching them, her hands by her side, like the poor little girl in front of the rich
little girl with the doll.

Passage Three: from ‘The New Dress’ by Virginia Woolf

“So impossible to keep boys quiet”—that was the kind of thing one said.

And Mrs. Holman, who could never get enough sympathy and snatched
what little there was greedily, as if it were her right (but she deserved much
more for there was her little girl who had come down this morning with a
swollen knee-joint), took this miserable offering and looked at it
suspiciously, grudgingly, as if it were a halfpenny when it ought to have
been a pound and put it away in her purse, must put up with it, mean and
miserly though it was, times being hard, so very hard; and on she went,
creaking, injured Mrs. Holman, about the girl with the swollen joints. Ah, it
was tragic, this greed, this clamour of human beings, like a row of
cormorants, barking and flapping their wings for sympathy—it was tragic,
could one have felt it and not merely pretended to feel it!
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But in her yellow dress to-night she could not wring out one drop more;
she wanted it all, all for herself. She knew (she kept on looking into the
glass, dipping into that dreadfully showing-up blue pool) that she was
condemned, despised, left like this in a backwater, because of her being like
this a feeble, vacillating creature; and it seemed to her that the yellow dress
was a penance which she had deserved, and if she had been dressed like
Rose Shaw, in lovely, clinging green with a ruffle of swansdown, she would
have deserved that; and she thought that there was no escape for her—none
whatever. But it was not her fault altogether, after all. It was being one of a
family of ten; never having money enough, always skimping and paring;
and her mother carrying great cans, and the linoleum worn on the stair
edges, and one sordid little domestic tragedy after another—nothing
catastrophic, the sheep farm failing, but not utterly; her eldest brother
marrying beneath him but not very much—there was no romance, nothing
extreme about them all. They petered out respectably in seaside resorts;
every watering-place had one of her aunts even now asleep in some lodging
with the front windows not quite facing the sea. That was so like them—
they had to squint at things always. And she had done the same—she was
just like her aunts. For all her dreams of living in India, married to some
hero like Sir Henry Lawrence, some empire builder (still the sight of a
native in a turban filled her with romance), she had failed utterly. She had
married Hubert, with his safe, permanent underling’s job in the Law
Courts, and they managed tolerably in a smallish house, without proper
maids, and hash when she was alone or just bread and butter, but now and
then—Mrs. Holman was off, thinking her the most dried-up, unsympathetic
twig she had ever met, absurdly dressed, too, and would tell every one
about Mabel’s fantastic appearance—now and then, thought Mabel Waring,
left alone on the blue sofa, punching the cushion in order to look occupied,
for she would not join Charles Burt and Rose Shaw, chattering like magpies
and perhaps laughing at her by the fireplace—now and then, there did come
to her delicious moments, reading the other night in bed, for instance, or
down by the sea on the sand in the sun, at Easter—let her recall it—a great
tuft of pale sand-grass standing all twisted like a shock of spears against the
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sky, which was blue like a smooth china egg, so firm, so hard, and then the
melody of the waves—“Hush, hush,” they said, and the children’s shouts
paddling—yes, it was a divine moment, and there she lay, she felt, in the
hand of the Goddess who was the world; rather a hard-hearted, but very
beautiful Goddess, a little lamb laid on the altar (one did think these silly
things, and it didn’t matter so long as one never said them). And also with
Hubert sometimes she had quite unexpectedly—carving the mutton for
Sunday lunch, for no reason, opening a letter, coming into a room—divine
moments, when she said to herself (for she would never say this to anybody
else), “This is it. This has happened. This is it!” And the other way about it
was equally surprising—that is, when everything was arranged—music,
weather, holidays, every reason for happiness was there—then nothing
happened at all. One wasn’t happy. It was flat, just flat, that was all.

Section B
Answer ONE question. You must not write on the same author as in section A.

To what extent is Katherine Mansfield’s short fiction about unspoken desire?
Is The Yellow Wallpaper a text about madness or the confinement of women?

Discuss the role played by silence and secrecy in James Joyce’s fiction.

O DD RE

Discuss the ways in which modernist fiction communicates the interior lives of its

characters.

o

How does The English Patient explore issues of identity and belonging?

o

Explore the importance of time and memory in The English Patient.

END OF QUESTIONS



